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A Torf{shirc Tragedy, 
pr</^.Ol^«iy children. .. 
i.SerMo\v is it with my moft affliacd Miftris > 
mfe.yjV^y do 1 now recoucr ? why halfcliuc? 

To fee nw children bleed before mine cics, 

A fight, able to kill a Mothers brcift without an cxe- . 

cutioner^what^art thou mangled too? _ 

i.Ser. I thinking topreuent what his quicke mrl- 
chieifes had fo foone aacd,came and rulht vpon him, 
Wc ftrugled,mit a fowler ftrength then his 
Orc-threw mcwithhisarmeSjthcndidhcbruizcmc ^ 
And rent my flefh,and robd me of my hairc, 

Like a man mad in execution. 

Made me vnfit to rife and follow him. 

PFt/^.What is ithasbcguildc him ofal! grace ? 

And ftoie away humanity from his breft. 

To flay his children.purpofed to kill his wife. 

And fpoilc his feruants. 

Ef$ttr two feruants. 

.Plcalc you Icaue this accurfed place, 
Afurgeonwaiccs within. ^ ^ 

Willing to leauc k. 

Tis guilty of fwcete bloud, innocent bloud, 

Murder hath tookc this chamber with full hands, 

And will not out as long as the houfc hands. 

Exeunt, 

- Enter Husband^as beit^ throwne ef his 

'■'];^-<.ii-ij1orleiA»dtalles, 

Huf.Gh ftumbiing lade, the (^auin ouertake thee. 
The fifty difeafes flop thee 5 
Oh, 1 am forely bruifde, plague founder thee, 

► i Thou 
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A Torkshire Tragedy, 

Thou runft at eafe and plcafore,hart of chance, 

To th row me now,within a flight o'lh T owne. 

In fuch plaincccuen ground, 

Sfoot,amanmaydice vpon it, and throw away the ■ 
Medowes, ah filthy beaft. 

Cry within. 

Follow, follow, follow. 

Huf.Hz ? I hcare founds of men, like hew and cry, 
Vp,vp.and ftrugglc to thy horfc,make on, 

Difpatch that linle begger.and all’s done. 

Cry within. 

Hcercjthis way,this way, 

//»/. Atroybackc?oh, • ^ 

Whatfatc haue I,my litiibesdehyroctogo, 

My will is bated, beggery claimes apart. 

Oh could I heare reach to the infants heart. 

ErUer MaUer oftheCaUedge, three Gentle- 
men ^and others with Holberds, 
^iSf.Hcere,hecic, yonder .yonder. 
y|/4.Vnnaturall, flinty, more then barbarous, 

The Seythians 'in their marble hearted fates, 

Gouldjiot baue afted more rcmorfclefle deeds 
In their relentlefle natures,then thefo of thine : 

Was this the anfwcr 1 long waited on. 

The fatisfadion for ihy pritonedbrother ? 

HufdAc can haue no more ofvs,thcn our skins, . 

And fomcofthem #antbut flcain^; ^ 
i.Cera,Gxtzt finnes haue madehim impudent. 

fhed fo much blood that he cannot blulb-, . 




